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TWO POEMS 
I. Stolen Happiness 

A schoolboy brushed aside his mother's kisses, 
And stumbled on beyond her last farewell. 

The air was filled with unaccepted blisses ; 
I caught the benediction ere it fell. 

Were they lovers who were lingering and laughing 
At eventide beyond the cottage gate ? 

I tasted not the wine that they were quaffing ; 
And yet, — and yet, I was intoxicate. 

II. The Birds in May 

The peach has cast her petals on the ground 

In the cold spring. 
At dawn began a joyous sound 

Of songsters rioting. 
Mad to find their ancient haunts, 

Alighting from untired wing, 
Breaking into random chants, 

By ones, by twos they sing : 
Then in rapturous obsession 
Raise the chorus of possession. 

Slender lilacs half in bud, 
Deeply purpled at the tips, 
Bend above a lusty brood 
Of yellow jonquils bold as brass 
Pushing through the tangled grass 
With trumpets at their lips. 

See, on every dewy spray 
A saucy sparrow pipes his lay; 
Waits a trembling moment, then 
Flings the song aloft again. 

John Jay Chapman. 
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